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BOY'S VOICE. [Sotto] Johnny Builder !

[As BUILDER turns sharply, it vanishes.}

'Oo beat 'is wife ?                                   [BUILDER rushes to the window.

BOY'S VOICE, [More distant and a little tentative} Johnny Builder !
BUILDER. You little devil 1    If I catch you, I'll wring your blasted
little neck 1

BOY'S VOICE. [A little distant} >Oo blacked the copper's eye ?

[BUILDER, in an ungovernable passion, seizes a small flower-pot frow

the sill and flings it with all his force.    Tht sound of a crash.
BOY'S VOICE. [Very distant} Ya-a-ahl    Missed!

[BUILDER stands leaning out, face injected with blood, shaking his fist.

The curtain falls for a few seconds.

SCENE m

Evening the same daj.

BUILDER'S study is dim and neglected-lookjng; the window is still open,
though it has become night. A. street lamp outside shines in, and the
end of its rajs fall on BUILDER asleep. He is sitting in a high cha^r
at the fireside end of the writing-table * with his elbows on it, and his cheek,
resting on his hand. He is still unshaven, and his clothes unchanged. A
BOY'S bead appears above the level of the window-sill, as if beheaded and
fastened there.

BOY'S VOICE. [In a forceful whisper} Johnny Builder 1

[BUILDER stirs uneasily. The BOY'S bead vanishes. BUILDER,
raising his other band, makes a sweep before bis face, as if to
brush away a mosquito. He wakes. Tafys in remembrance,
and sits a moment staring Roomily before him. The door from
the hall is opened and TOPPING comes in with a long envelops in
bis hand.

TOPPING. [Approaching^ From the Comet, sir. Proof of your
interview, sir ; will you please revise, the messenger says ; he wants
to take it back at once.

BUILDER, \Takjngit] All right.   I'll ring.
TOPPING. Shall I close in, sir ?

BUILDER. Not now.               ~                         [TOPPING withdraws.

[BUILDER turns up a standard lamp on the table, opens the envelope,
and begns reading the galley slip. The signs of uneasiness and
discomfortgrow on him.

BUILDER. Did I say that ? Muck 1 Muck I [He drops the proof,
sits a moment moving bis head and rubbing one band uneasily on the surface of
the table, then reaches out for the telephone receiver.} Town, 245. [Pause.]
The Comet? John Builder. Give me the Editor. [Pause.]